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feeling she had had inside her for weeks, and she
sat there with it, resting her cheek on the point of
the arm. It was uncomfortable, but it seemed to
help the unhappiness, sharper now than the prick
on her cheek, and she held it closer, running her
finger along the toothed edge.
Suddenly she twisted herself round to the circle
of light, for she had felt between the teeth a row
of hard knobs like beads or peas in the edge; they
moved a little under her finger and, scraped with
her nail, one came out of its hollow like a pea out
of its pod. It was coated with dirt but she scratched
it, dreamily she wet her finger with her tongue and
rubbed; the bead looked like glass or crystal cut
into tiny edges, even through the dirt it sparkled
in the light from the street lamp as she turned it
this way and that.
She sat there dreamily with the bead in her
hand, for she was tired, she let It drop from one
hand to the other, not thinking, but with the
shadow of Echo always in her mind.
There was a clang. Someone had opened the
gate and was climbing across the brick towards
her. Blanche sprang up, the dial rolled away;
dodging behind the lime heaps, scrambling over
the stones, barking her knees and tearing her
dress in her haste, she gained the road. She was
sobbing for breath, her knees were bleeding, and
she had dropped the bead, "Oh well," she said, for
she could not have shown It at home, if they found
out where she had been there would be trouble,
for auntie had said she was not to go after Echo